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Only two or three children were moving up and down in the
chequering sunlight and shadow. At the end of the avenue the
bright blue sea was framed in a perfect round low arch of dark foli-
age, and passing under the arch I came out upon an open terrace from
which a pretty winding path wandered amongst the woods which
fringe the shore and sweep down to the water's edge. Spithead was
full of great ships black and monstrous. The Channel Fleet had
come in the day before and was lying off the opposite shore. The
sun shone bright on the green slopes and woods and white houses of
St. Helens across the smooth blue harbour of Brading, a woman sat
solitary under the trees looking across the sea to the Hampshire
coast, and the only sounds that broke the peaceful stillness were the
rustling of the firs and poplars overhead and the clapping of the
white sail of a pilot boat as it flapped idly from the yard in the soft
sea breeze.

[Kiivert returns to Langley Burrell.]
Monday, 19 July

I called on Mrs. Martin. She was busy picking pheasants'
feathers to make a pillow. Talking of feather beds she said, 'Phea-
sants' feathers will do very well for a bed, but not pigeons* feathers.
People don't like to sleep on pigeons' feathers.' 'Why not?' I asked.
'Well/ said Susan Martin mysteriously, 'folk do say that a person
can't die on pigeons' feathers.'

At 7 o'clock came on another terrible storm of rain much worse
than the one in the afternoon. I was in my room reading when I
heard Fanny screaming to me from top of the house. Rushing
up the back stairs I found that the astern was overflowing and
deluging the water closet, the tank room, and the bathroom and
the kitchen. I was obliged to put on a mackintosh and stand in the
water closet holding ur) the handle to relieve the cistern while the
water ran down upon my head like a shower bath.

Saturday, 24 July

Going into tie Churchyard I found they were beginning the
restoration of Chippenham Church and digging the foundations
for the new North aisle. Draper Wharry's assistant at the Chemist's
shop told me that tilings were not managed nicely when the tomb-
stones and graves were necessarily interfered with. He said scalps
with hair still on them were left lying about and that he himself had